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Pocket Pinball Wizard 


Author's Notes: 
A silly predicament | imagined Dave getting into. 


To casual passersby, to anyone who cared to admire Dave's lower half, his favorite pair of jeans looked like, 


well, an average pair of worn-in straight-leg bluejeans - both stylish and utilitarian 
Only Dave himself was aware of their secret internal defect. 


Although, he hadn't always known that something was amiss with his everyday personal attire. An insidious and 


slow-growing defect had been developing imperceptibly over time - a malfunction waiting to happen. 


It was only a matter of time before it began to play tricks on him. The first hint of a problem (a hint that he 
unwisely did not take) resulted in a bit of embarrassment in a shop one day as Dave was preparing to buy a 
roast beef sandwich on his lunch hour. When he reached for the two quid and fifty pence that he was certain 
was in his pocket, all he found were a few tiny balls of white lint, leaving him in disarray and having to shrug 


apologetically to the cashier. 


It took him no less than an entire month to discover the cause of his vanishing coins. 


The mystery was finally solved for Dave one night at the pub when he offered to buy a lovely young lady a 
drink, but when he reached into his unreliable right pocket - Bollocks! I had three quid in there, he cursed the 


absurdity of it - it was empty, of course. His suave routine collapsed and he had to improvise. 


The girl stared, incredulous. "ls this some kind of magic act? You're not gonna ask to borrow some silver and 


then pretend to find the ones you lost under your shoe or something?" 
Dave wished he were that clever. "No, I'm afraid not." 


Because he was tipsy and cute and he could get away with it, he told her the truth, it was ridiculous, that his 
coins had been inexplicably disappearing, and for embellishment he flipped his pockets inside out and made some 
self-effacing gestures. Yes, /m broke, and confused, and possibly a robbery victim too, but please, don’t worry 
about me. 


Only when the snickering girl pointed directly at his floppy right pocket lining did he finally spot the one-inch 
hole right along the seam. The crafty culprit that had been swallowing all his money. 


"Look here, your pocket is.. disintegrating," she said politely. 
"Cor Blmey! Dave exclaimed, betrayed by his own pocket. 
Apparently he was also dressed in threadbare rags, to add to his list of woes. 


Ultimately, the girl took pity on him, bought him a frothy pint, and took him home for the night to console 


him. 


After that incident, he started carrying coins in his left pocket. Problem solved. So he had lost a few quid down 
his own pant leg, big deal. Dave had a knack for finding (or falling ass-backward into) the positive in negative 


situations; in this case, the silver lining in his torn pocket, so to speak. 


eR 


A few weeks later, on a warm Friday afternoon, Dave was poised to make the routine five-mile trek to band 


practice, his purple-velvet-lined guitar case slung over his back as he waited for the +31 bus. 


During rush hour it was a crowded bus stop, but nearly deserted at midday. Once again, the bus was ten 
minutes late. However, Dave was oblivious to the inconvenience because his mind was full of daydreams - 
imagining the pleasures of successful rock stars, composing riffs, all while tapping his sneaker-clad foot on the 


pavement in time to the melodies in his head. 


Dave's musings were interrupted when a cluster of short-skirted teenage girls swarmed into the bus stop 
area, burbling with high-pitched chatter and giggles. He reflexively worried that they might be laughing at him 
(as teenagers are inclined to laugh at strangers at bus stops), but quickly realized they were immersed in 


their own impenetrable little world and were not paying him any attention 


He didn't hesitate to admire the eight naked legs now in his proximity - some pale ivory, some tinged with pink, 
but each one adorned at the bottom with an adorably pointless and frilly white ankle sock. If only he had a pair 
of dark sunglasses to camouflage his gawking he could've happily stared forever. Now go out and get yourself 
some thick black frames, go get yourself some ‘cheap sunglasses,’ oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah, he recited the ZZ 
Top lyrics in his head and smiled to himself. 


When another fifteen minutes passed with still no bus in sight it finally occurred to Dave that he was going to 


be late, god only knew how late exactly, and would therefore be inconveniencing his friends. 
"Fucking hell," he muttered under his breath. Absent-minded latecomers were not taken lightly within the band. 


The weight of his guitar was starting to pull at his neck muscles, so he slipped the straps off his shoulders 
and carefully placed the case on the sidewalk, letting it lean against his leg. 


Like he sometimes did when he felt restless, Dave sunk his hands deep into his pockets, arms extending and 
straightening until they were almost bent backwards at the elbows. Maybe he'd discover some spare change 
down there (in the left pocket only, of course) or something to fiddle with - a guitar pick, or an old breath 
mint. Finding nothing interesting, he used his index finger to poke around the now-familiar hole at the bottom of 
the right pocket, wiggling it through up to his first knuckle and making unexpected contact with the warm skin 
of his thigh. It felt odd, and mildly titillating, to be stealthily petting his own leg hair in the middle of the day, in 
public. 


He couldn't resist the twitchy compulsion to push deeper into the pocket, wedging a second finger through the 
tight hole and feeling the stitching give way with a satisfying release. Now the pocket was certainly ruined, not 
only for coins, but for larger items as well. He chuckled out loud at the comic-strip-worthy image of his 


apartment keys slipping through the hole, down his leg, and bouncing into a gutter. 


Having now fully penetrated the enlarged hole, his two fingertips were able to explore a bit. They quickly 
located by touch a small yet unfamiliar freckle or mole on his thigh. Fidgeting, he picked at it steadily until it 


hurt enough to make him wince. 


Then, as if moving of their own accord, his fingers hooked boldly leftward, through the sweaty warmth of his 
pubic hair and all the way to the base of his cock. He prodded the soft flesh, letting his touch linger. It hadn't 
been his conscious intention to awaken his cock, but awaken it he did. A tingle raced down his spine and straight 
to his crotch. Startled by the sudden illicit pleasure, he yanked his hand away and in doing so nearly toppled his 


guitar case over. 


In an effort to suppress the inborn desire to touch his dick again, or anything else inside that half-destroyed 


pocket, he sat down on a nearby bench and tucked his hands under his thighs. Gently swaying back and forth, 
he tried to meditate away the unbidden yet pleasurable feelings stirring between his legs. 


He stared straight ahead at some colorful advertisements in the window of a grocery store across the street, 
reading each word slowly and distinctly to himself: pork chops, Heinz Beans, bananas. Letting the guitar case rock 
backwards to nudge against his crotch, Dave sat there and wondered how it might feel to rub the inside of a 


banana peel against his cock. Sticky? No. Slimy. And if it were somehow made nice and warm beforehand.. 
His dick throbbed three times, strong and steady in time to his heartbeat. 
No, no, no. 


Doing some mathematics would help his cock relax, Dave thought hopefully. He spent a few minutes trying to 
mentally add up the prices of all the items advertised in the shop window. Impossible. He found that he couldn't 
even add up £1.09 and £129 properly. It was because of those bloody nines, and carrying the one - ah, forget it 


Where's the fuckin' bus, for fuckssake, he wondered, shaking his head at the flagrant inadequacy of public 
transportation. If it wasn't for the fact that he had no extra coins on him, he would've used a nearby 
telephone booth to forewarn his bandmates that he'd be late. Sure, he was the jolly, carefree member of the 
band, but he did have some integrity. 


The outline of Dave's half-hard cock was bulging down his right pant leg. He eyed it gingerly as if it were some 
kind of easily triggered explosive. He decided he would wait only five more minutes. Then he'd walk home, close 
the door behind him, and jerk off. Fuck practice. The band didn't even have any gigs booked and he knew all his 
parts backwards and forwards anyway. He'd call and say he was unwell. They'd probably assume he was 
hungover but at the moment Dave didn't really care. He felt horny now, in need of relief, and as a result, the 
logical side of his brain was shutting down. Bad ideas did not exist when he was in this condition 


Risking one more look at the four girls, he found himself indulging in an appraisal of which pair of legs had the 
best knees. One brown-haired lass was quite cute, nice legs overall, but knobby-kneea. It was the tallest girl 
who easily took top prize - feminine, bony kneecaps leading into a strong leg muscle with a sexy little dimple 
where the kneecap ended. The skin on her legs looked so creamy soft. Dave wondered if she kept their entire 
length shaved, hairless from ankle to hip. And is her pussy as siky smooth as her legs look? Sucking in a deep 
breath, he felt the inevitable surge of blood as his cock swelled inside his jeans. 


Finally. The distinctive red profile of a bus appeared from behind some trees at the end of the block and 
turned sluggishly down the street. It was indeed the #37 bus too, thank Christ, Dave thought when he saw the 


number on the front, cursing it and yet glad to see it. 


When the bus grumbled its way up to the curb, Dave let the teenage girls move toward the door ahead of 
him, his typical bus stop strategy. Chivalry wasn't his motive - it was simply the hope that a well-timed puff 
of air might lift one of their skirts as they boarded the bus, thus treating him to a delightful glimpse of 


knickers. 


No such luck on this occasion, although he did get a sweet eye-level view of smooth white upper thigh flesh 
when each of them climbed the steps into the bus. 


Also, Dave wanted to stay behind the other passengers because he didn't want anyone seeing his erection Just 
a few minutes ago it had been under control - an admirable yet fairly conventional bulge - but by now it had 


developed into a lewd and potentially embarrassing protrusion that needed to be hidden at all costs. 


Clutching his guitar case to the front of his body, Dave climbed onto the bus and paid the fare before 
shuffling down the center aisle. Where the fuck had the bus been all this time, he wondered, noting that it was 
virtually empty, unusual even for this time of day. Just one sleepy-looking geezer sitting up front near the 


driver. 


Space permitting, Dave always took a seat on the left-hand side of the bus - and never on the second deck - 
in order to be closer to the sidewalk. Better for people watching, specifically for eyeballing passing girls. 
Especially in spring and summer when there were so many bared shoulders, arms, legs, and low-cut blouses on 


display. 


Setting his guitar case in front of the adjoining seat would ensure that nobody would sit down next to him. It 


also created a handy visual barrier between his bulging crotch and any nosy glances from other passengers. 


The bus lurched around a tight corner, and as it righted itself, a ray of powerful sunshine appeared, spilling 
through the window and into Dave's eyes. Before he could even squint, the glare coaxed an explosive sneeze 
from him, his body convulsing and then relaxing again all in a matter of seconds. The old man and two of the 
four teenage girls turned their heads at the loud noise - how dare someone sneeze on a bus in the middle of 
uly - and Dave's face flushed with self-consciousness. In the aftermath of his sneeze, his arteries must've 


relaxed too because a warm rush of blood surged into his dick, making it pulse again, begging to be touched. 


As sneakily as he could, Dave slid his hand into his lap and started rubbing his cock firmly through his jeans, 
pressing it against his bare thigh. The harder it got, the better it felt. He kept his palm over it, the throbbing 


making him want to rub harder and faster. 
Fuck. 


He noticed that he was panting slightly, his mouth open, his chest rising and falling along with his quickened 
breaths. From nervousness as much as excitement. Nobody was looking at the moment, but still, his dick was 
hard - on the bus - and he was touching it. 


Just then Dave saw a swoosh of blond hair as one of the girls from the bus stop - the prettiest one - 
turned toward him with a bemused look of curiosity on her face. Or was it disgust? He was a bit slouched 


over and flushed, so maybe she thought he was ill. 


He pressed the heel of his hand into his swollen cock and started to rub it. 


ks she a virgin? he wondered. 
Are you a good girl? he imagined asking while pushing into her hot, tight, sweet pussy. 
Yes, wait, please, she'd whimper. 


No, its too late for that, you Iittle tease, he'd reply as he split her open, defiling her with his dick. Your pussy! 


be right sore tomorrow, sorry luv... 


At that moment a warm ooze of precum dripped from the tip of Dave's cock and trickled down his thigh 
before soaking into the fabric of his jeans. 


Then the blond girl actually smiled at him, a sort of gummy smile, innocent and yet somehow knowing as well. 


You ought fo be ashamed of yourself, her expression seemed to say, one eyebrow slightly raised as she looked 
Dave in the eye. You longhaired perve. 


Rubbish, he thought, blinking away their awkward eye contact. She doesn’t know anything When she finally turned 
back around Dave felt a mix of relief and disappointment. It had been a turn-on to secretly squeeze his cock 


with a girl watching. 


Well, if you won't let me fuck your cute little twat, Dave thought further, eyeing the groove behind her sharply 
bent knee where her plump calf muscle met met her thigh, M just have fo stick my cock in there - wouldya 
fancy that? That crease would be a lovely tight space in which to wedge his dick, he thought and felt another 
warm dribble leak out onto his thigh. 


Taking advantage of the relative privacy, he decided to reposition his aching cock, his jeans having become 
almost painfully snug. Without unbuttoning the fly, he slid his hand down the front, sucking in his stomach to 
create some slack in the waistband. Just a routine adjustment, nothing to see here, ladies and gents. This was 
his god-given right as a man, to rearrange his dick if it felt uncomfortable. Digging far down to grab his cock, 
he pulled the hard shaft carefully away from his thigh and positioned it upward, against his groin and pointing 
to the side, toward his right hip. 


Ah, thats better. 


Dave risked a quick glance down at his lap. It looked like he was smuggling a hot dog, including bun, inside his 
pocket. 


With a quiet sigh, he looked out the window and let his fingers stroke slowly up and down the outline of his 
dick, caressing its entire length. Through the thin layer of denim he easily found the sensitive head and started 
gently rubbing it, each circle of his thumb sending a little shockwave of pleasure through his entire body. 


Stop if, you fucking deviant, he thought, reluctantly pulling his hand away from his crotch. Do you want fo be 


arrested for a public act of lewdness? 


Such little willpower did he have, however, that he simply had to touch his needy cock again - only from a 
different angle - from inside the pocket this time. His fingers twiddled with the ragged edges of the hole, 
spreading it apart, tearing the opening even bigger until he could actually squeeze the bare head of his dick 
between his thumb and first two fingers. 


Oh, fuuuck. 


Gently, he started pushing and pulling his foreskin up and down over the slippery wet head of his cock. The 
movement was small but purposeful. He shivered at the sensation. Already he could feel the tension in his balls 
and wondered for how long would he have to hold back his cum. Through two or three hours of band practice 


and then the trip back home? Unfathomable. 


Ml never make it, he thought, and went back to rubbing his dick through his jeans, noticing for the first time 
how it made his hips jump a little when his hand pressed into the spot where his cock met his balls. 


The bus crept along and came to a halt at a traffic signal. So did the adjacent throng of pedestrians standing 
on the corner waiting to cross the intersection. Through the window, Dave's eyes quickly pinpointed a 
generously sized pair of breasts attached to a very attractive woman in a blue dress. They swelled like 
overstuffed white pillows above her neckline and jiggled when she resumed walking after the light turned green 


Dave leaned the side of his forehead against the glass and fantasized that he was slipping and sliding in 
between those big boobs, his rock-hard cock completely squashed, enfolded in their softness as he thrusted. 


Yeah, fuck my massive tits with that fat, juicy dick, she'd gasp. Pump your cum all over my chest, yes, yes, do it, 
do it 


Oh, he would oblige, and he'd give her more than just a pearl necklace, too - he'd give her a whole fucking 


turtleneck, a great warm, thick, white one. He'd blow a massive load all over that pretty bird.. 


Just as the bus started accelerating, Dave felt a deep throb and a gush of warmth. A large quantity of 
something had just squirted out of his dick Cum? But it was just one spurt, he thought, puzzled. An undeniable 
spurt though, not a dribble. He dipped his fingers into the pocket and through the hole, immediately locating 
this strange wetness that had gotten trapped near the tip of his cock. When he pulled his hand out to examine 
his slimy fingers he still couldn't identify the substance. It was thin and slick like precum but with a milky 
white tint. 


Whatever it was, it had felt good. With an appetite for more, Dave shamelessly stuffed his hand back into the 
dampened pocket. 


Another tear, another muffled ripping noise, and suddenly he had enough leeway to make fast little strokes up 


and down right under the head of his cock. Could he get away with this craziness? Yes, he found that he could. 
Nobody was looking, and he had the blockade of his guitar case too. He rubbed himself frantically like this until 
he started to feel the unmistakable tingle in his balls again and knew that the slightest increase in friction 


would cause him to erupt. 


Breathing heavily again, he pulled his hand away. There was a low rumble coming from deep in his throat, he 
noticed, and was grateful for the roar of the bus motor drowning it out. He wanted to come so badly. Almost 
equally badly, he didn't want to get caught, didn't want to risk humiliation, and didn't want to be the lowly sort 
of bloke who plays with himself and spunks up on the bus. He'd come in public before - blowjobs in the bushes, 
jerking off in a public toilet - but never out in the open on a bus, in the middle of the day. 


The bus driver's placid face was reflected in the large rear view mirror over the windshield. Keep your eyes on 


the road, mate, Dave thought as his hand resumed its now inevitable mission. 


Awright, fuck if, the pocket was fucked anyway, so he ripped it completely apart and pushed all his fingers 
through the expansive hole. He quickly found a smear of wetness on his hard, warm cock and used it to slide 
his thumb all over the head. It felt so good his body jerked forward and he nearly slid off the seat. Still, he 
felt a desperate need to rub up and down the entire length of his dick, so he pulled his hand out yet again and 
started massaging himself through the thin denim. Instinctively, he pushed against his hand, against the tight 


encasement of his jeans that was hugging and prickling every sensitive inch of his dick 


Biting his lower lip to help mask any weird faces he might make, he stared out the window and braced himself, 
knees jammed firmly into the frame of the seat in front of him. Before the bus traveled even one more block, 
he knew he'd be having an orgasm. His thighs were trembling as his left hand rubbed his balls and the right 
one dug aggressively into the base of his cock Dave felt his whole body tensing until he couldn't move. A load 
of cum was pushing up through his cock and he couldn't stop it. 


Oh tuck, lm coming.. 


The first explosion of pleasure hit him like a punch. The second one was just as strong, forcing a soft "uh" 
from his mouth. Stroking, faster, harder, he looked down to see hot spurts of cum darkening the blue of his 
jeans from the inside, one after another in rapid fire, making it look as if he were being repeatedly struck in 


the crotch with invisible jets from a water gun 

Despite the riskiness of what he'd just done, he kept rubbing his dick even after he'd finished coming, still 
feeling little jolts of pleasure and not wanting to let it end. Having gotten away with such a sly act of depravity 
had flushed him with a strange feeling of pride. 


Gradually, Dave regained his composure and with a tentative glance down he noticed the unfortunate wet patch 


on his jeans. It spanned from the crease of his lap almost all the way up to the waistband. 


Shit, he thought, plucking at the fabric as if that would somehow dry it out. 


He hadn't considered this. He'd never get away with showing up for practice with such a suspicious stain. His 
bandmates would massacre him with insults and innuendo. The tell-tale stain would be hidden as soon as he 
picked up his guitar to play, but how would he walk through the front door and into the room with his dignity 


intact? 


If only he had let the tip of his dick peek out from inside the pocket, his cum could've flown free and clear of 
his jeans and landed on the floor. Of course, Dave wouldn't want some innocent old lady slipping in his goo and 


falling down, so maybe it was better this way. Although very embarrassing, 


A solution sparked in his mind, so simple, yet so brilliant. He would buy a cheap fizzy drink and pour it all over 


his lap, thereby creating a much larger stain to obscure the smaller yet shameful one that preceded it. 


Hiya, mates.. Sorry Im late, but you won't believe what happened, a bloke ran right info me and emptied a bloody 
gallon of fizzy drink all over my lap! 


The only problem now was keeping the cum stain concealed while he got off the bus and into a shop, and then 
hoping he could find a few seconds of solitude in which to pour the drink onto himself, or make it look like an 


accidental spill.. 


Late-afternoon post-cum fatigue was setting in when, unexpectedly, a bronze statue of a man sitting on a 


horse caught Dave's eye. Modern grey office buildings were whizzing past the window. 
Wait a minute, where are we? Which bus stop did we just go past? 


Dave had overshot his intended bus stop by many, many blocks, his destination having come and gone without 
his noticing it. 


At this point, it seemed to make the most sense to just sit back and let the bus complete its circular route, 


which would soon bring him back home. 


He hugged his guitar case to his chest and considered the potential of his newly enlarged pocket hole. All the 


situations in which he could put it to use. 


On dates, in restaurants.. h the movie theater.. At family get-togethers.. Sitting in the car in traffic.. Standing in a 
queue.. On an airplane.. And on the bus. 


